By Mr. Pains. 


— — — OO ET 


P OME, good fellows all Confuſion's the toaſt, 

| And ſucceſs to our excellent Caute ; 

As we've nothing to loſe, lo, nought can be loſt ; 
So perdition to Monarchs and Laws ! 


II. 


France ſhews us the way —an example how great, 
Then, like France, let us ſtir up a riot; 

May our names be preſerved by damnable feat, 
For what but a wretch would lie quiet ! 


III. 


As we are poor rogues, tis melt certainly right, 
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder; 

Like the thieves who ſet fire to a dwelling by night, 
And come in for a ſhare of.the plunder, 


IV. 
Whoever for miſchief invents the beſt plan, 
Beſt murders, ſets fire and knocks down, 


The thanks of our Club ſhall be given to that man, 
And hemlock ſhall form him a crown. 


V. 


Our Empire has tour'd with a Luſtre too long, 
Then blot out t his wonderful Sun; 

Let us arm then at once, and in confidence ſtrong, 
Complete what dark Gordon begun. 


VI. 


But grant a defeat - we are hang'd, and that's all, 
A puniſhment light as a feather; 
Yet we triumph in Death, as we Catilines fall, 


And go to the Dev'l together. 
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